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@aturdap, Seprember 23. 1 693. 


Doggrel Mercury. 


GENTLEMEN, 

: Our Compaffion to the Suffering of the Weak- 
- er ag a the daily Favours you beftow 
on them, emboldens me to trouble you at 
hoping you will out of your aceuftemed Kindne/s 
oblige me with an An{wer. My Cafe is thus: 1am a 
Widdow of a Noble rather than Genteel, bur Decayed 
Family, and have a Daughter of about Twenty Years 
of age, whom a yours Gentleman for fome time Far- 
nefly Courted, but at length it may be not having a 
Proipe@t of fo much Money as he defired, and out of 
that Confideration having feveral times received a De- 
nyal from me, hath wrote her a Farewell-Letter, and 
therein fufficiently Abuled me, which becaufe not Pub- 
lick, L wich filence paft over ; but his Malice not ftay- 
ing chere, he hath co feveral of mine and my Daughters 
Acquaintance, fcandalized me very grofly, and lately 
hatn fent to feveral Friends and Relations by Meflen- 
gers, and in Penny-Poft-Letters, and Pafted up againft 
the Door where I live, and feveral Neighbours Doors, 
gnd tcattered in and about the Pew where we fit at 
Church, and thrown into Windows, a Number of ve- 
ry Dark but Abufive Verfes, a Copy whereof Pofted 
up at our Door, enclofed I fend you : And as I do not 
underftand fome Obfcure places, and becaufe I am not ca- 
pable of Jerving him as he deferves, I have made bold to 
trouble you, and to implore your Affiftance in the fooneft 
Mercury you can, 10 bite him in like manner, and Re- 
venge the many Injuries I and my Daughter have without 
Canle fuffered at bis Hands, and therein you will infinitely 

Oblize my Daughter, and your Humble Servant. 


shis time, 


There lives a Lady hereabout, 
With Afpeét terrible enough 
To tright away the ftrongeft Lover; 
If Cupid did not reign above her : 
She hath a Daughter, fair and young, 
From Loins of Jolly Bacchus {prung ; 
Her Beauty, Shape, her Meen, her Air, 
Do all contpire by gentle War 
To Captivate young Amorous Hearts. 
Wounded with Cupid's golden Darts : 
Aimong this Charmed Number I 
Usd pioftrate ar her Feet to lye ; 
To gain her Love I bent my Mind, 
And fhould have found her good and kind, 
If her tharp Mother’s fubrle Lyes 
Had not reftrain’d her Tongue and Eyes: 
The firft {pake naught but her Commands, 
Wraich held the laft in Crue! Bands, 
Ani gave them Objects ; fuch a Mother 
None ever had, nor fuch a Lover, 
As I by all my Actions fhow’d ; | 
Such I was known to th” World abroad. 
All wonder'd chat my Conquerefs 
Did not attend my bold Endeavour, 
But that I’m fore'd at laft co leave her ; 
But ifthey had no: known this Evil- 
Natur’d, this She-Politick-Devil, 
How cunningly the firft Engag’d me, 
Aad with Bate Tricks hath now Enrag’d me, 
And made my Mufe her Enemy : 
I mult believe they then would Cry, 
Brave Man, who ftill Unconquer’d art, 
And haft defy’d her Untfeen Dart, 
Thou bravely haft regain'd thy Heart. 
I muft Contefs the Daughter's Love 
1 aim’d at, who can Hermigs move } 


But never thoughe ( with Cupid's leave ) 
That by Love only I could live : 
I always did expect fome thing 
Of that which to the World doth briag 
(ll things ; but fhe thought co delude 

e with Vain Shows, and to excludé 
Me trom her Gold, as it | were 
A ftupid Fool, not fit ro thare 
In Platus Gitts: H the thought fo, 
Then I Proclaim and Jet al] know 
For thinking {o fhe is a Fool, 
And ought to go to Crutchet-Schcol 
To learn more Wit. Her Daughters Face, 
If the Confults a Faithful Glats, 
To her Eyes will appear not blefs'd 
With fuch Bewitching Charms, to wreft 
My Sentes from me. Others know 
This for a Truch, and tound it fo. 
I know fhe doth in vain expect 
Some rich Old Dotard to direét 
His faint Eyes at her Daughters Charms, 
And blindly ruth into her Arms ; 
Since no Young Man her Equal will 
Accept of fuch a Bitter Pill 
Without fome Sugar ; and {4 vain 
Much every one expect to gain 
Such fweetnefS, *till Three Hundred Pounds 
Are fent into the Cruschet-grounds, 
And ‘till fhe hears fome Hundreds more 
Are Swiming from the Indian thore. 
A Dozen Years will fearce effect 
The firft, che laft le¢ her expe 
Three Ages hence, ‘twill never come 
I'm fure until the Day of Doom. 
She is not worth the Wrath my Mufe 
Thus vents againft her, let her chdole 
A Nobler Theme, dnd not defile 
In Filth her Undefiled Quill. 
It any Reader would know niore, 
To th’ two Blew Pofts let him go o’re ; 
A Petfon may be {poke with there 
Will fatisfie his Longing Ear. —— 


Quondam Philocantins: 


| Anfwer. 

Dogerel! arife from that dark Cell 
Where you and angry Satyr dwell ; 
Whether in Butler’s Tomb you reft, 

Or are of Oldbam’s Dutt poffeft ; 

Arije, and hither with you bring 

Your keeneft Whip and tharpeft Sting, 
Your Horns and Tail, and Cap, and Belis, 
And all your well-known Trinkets elfe { 

Not that wé'd have you force a Laughter 
For Widdow vain, Or her fair Daughter, 
But a poor Lover's Caufe efpoule 
Who's th’ Eldeft Branch of all your Houfe. 


Brave Man! ‘tis thee — yes, thee we'll fing, 
And to thy Shrine juft Incenfe bring : 
Thou, Here’s Race, Unconquer’d art ; 
Thy Pen, more Sharp than Cupid’s Dart, 
Regains thy own, and Gains our Heart. 
How bleis'd the Age that knows this Civil- 
Natur'd, this He-Poetick-Devil ? 
‘Twou'd almoft make a Mill-ffene cry 
To have thy Aufe its Enemy. 


Who fuch a Poet, fuch a word =? 
Have lot — you'll né’re find Tuch anosher. 


Ah haplefs Daughser! haplets Mother ! } 
tee 


i 
k 
{ 


SRI MEF HOw juss, his Senje how clear, 

His Custing Satyr how fevere ! 

A Cat-a-nine-Tatls arm’d with Spurrs 
He ufes fure, or fomething worfe. 
O, were thy Merits better thow'd, 

Wert thou but known to th’ World abroad, 
All wou'd conclude, anlefs they're madder, 
That they were Mad, or thou hadft had ber. 
Saffold is dead — what tho’ he be, | 
His Conj'riag-Mantle refts on chee ; 

For none, without the Help of Spritz, 
Fither like him or thee cou'd Wri'e. 

Thy Face, fo, fo, but that behind 

Excels it far — We mean thy Mind. 

Thou haft a Soul as fair, as bright, 
Asclear, as beauteous as — the Night — 
— When dreft in Stars, which, as they fay 
Unfeen compofe the Milkie-way ; 

Which fown fo thick with Star-feed is, 

We can’t diftingnifo that from this 

By Love thou canft not live thou fay’ft, 

But fure by Poetry thou may/t : 

So have I feen for half an Hour, 

Full on the Bank-of-Ditch of Tower, 

Some Cripple plentifully pow’r 

A Thames of Wit from his loud Throwt, 
Exceeding Guns, or Through-Bridge-Note : 
Hark how he twangs the dolefull Ditty, 
Some bloody Murder in the City 

Or out — of which more glad is he 

Than even the Crowners felf can be! 

See how the long-ear'd Rout admire him, 
Ours Envy, th’ other Sex defire him 5 

No gentle Kitchin-Stuff can bear him, 

But like warm Tallow drips to hear him! 

So and much more — this Afodefty 

Be hang’d ! to wou'd they Dote on thee, 
Did thar not hinder, wou'dft thou take 

Bur Pains to Sing what thou doft make, 
‘We might Expect more than fome-thing 
Erom thee, the Tow'rs old Walls wou'd ring, 
"She Lyons wou'd be Charm’d afleep, 

From Muddy Caves the Eels woud creep, 
And tho’ they have no Voice, wou'd try 
To Imitate thy Harmony, 

Call all the Songffers of the Flood, 

Bubbling, like Bitterns, in the Mud. 


The Fool to thee! the Tool fo ftupid, 

lo be ig Love with Naked Cupid, 

( Benue we mean ) and cou'd they think 
Thee fuch an Ats? fo Men in drink 
When able fcarce to lift the Bumper, 
Still think their Fellow-Drunkard drunker ; 
But with harp Repartee you bang ’em, 

And fairly leave che Foo! among ‘em : 

Chen how you Maw! the Future Ninnys, 
Your Rivals, with the Pills and Guinea's ? 
The Breach you ftorm'd now more will enter, 
When you're beat off who ist dares venture ; 
In Hell the may lead Apes, but none 

Will lead fer here, now you are gone ; 

Kut cou’dtt thou not enough abufe her, 
Untefs chou didft chus All-be-Mufe-ber ? 
"Twas well refolv’d when all was ore, 

[hy Bolts all fher, to fay nO more. 


O Britufh Bard ! coud We but Bribe thee 
fo teach thy Art, how we'd defcribe thee, 
How fhou'd this Rary Show be fhown 
In Rhymes Notorious as thy own! 

But fince we mutt of that defpair, 

Or only Sighing with it were ; 

As under Faithorn oft ‘tis faid 

On many a Wit --- and Logger-head ; 
“Ifhim you'd know, you muft not look 
““LUlpon the Pifure but the Book ; 

So we to other fide muft fend 

Any kind Cuftomer or Friend 

To thy own Rhymes, which all together 
Relemble thee, their nown dear Father, 


So like, if Bums net know thee by ° 
Thou, without Spit-frog may’ft dehy — 


“ Queft. 2. 
Where goes the Sun, when it doth fer at Nigh 
Since tis not feen until the next Day-light ? “ 


; Anfwer 1. Negativel 
To this hard Knot, as ancient S14 Se, tel] 
We fay --- 
Y --- it goeth not --- intoa Well 


. 2. Pofitively. 
A ray, Madam, at our Antwer do not frer 
When it doth Ses, ‘tis plain--- it goes--- 20 Set 
3. Neéichér Negatively nor Po beion | 
Where goes the 4dor, lay what hap bois 
When from the Stage, behind the Scenes he goes > 


————E 


Advberttfements. 


“Tr A Dircétory for Youth, through all the Difficulties 


ee 


ee 


- 


attending that State et Life, or if 
of Youthful Lufts, in which the Nature a ie id ~ 
them are detctibed, and Remedies again{t ems 3 4 
down: Fir{t Preached to young People, and now abs 
lifhed at their Requefts. By Samuet Pomfret, Min; ie 
of che Goipel. Price Bound 1 5. 6 d. a 


«7 Menfalia Sacra: Or Meditations on th 
Lords Supper ; wherein the Nature of the Holy Sacrament j 
plained, and the molt weighty Cafes of Conitience about ‘tae 
bat By the Reverend Mr. Francis Crow, late Minilte “dt 
¢ Gofpel at Clare in Suffolk. To Which is prefixt a br, 'y . 
count of the Author‘s Lite and Death. By Mr. Hieary Cots. al 


o> MEMOIRS of the Right Honourable ARTHUR a 

Ear] ot ANGLESEY, late Lord Privy Seal, intermixt wit} ia 
ral, Political and Hilforica] Oblervations, &c. To which js a 
a Letter written by his Lordfhip during his Retirement hoses 
inthe Year 1683. Publifbed by Sir Peter Pett, Kt Adroc tig 
neral for the Kingdom of Ireland. oe teed 


a Or for Pareuts, Mourning over their Hopefi i 
ull Chil- 
_ thet Dye Young. By Thomas Whittaker’ Miailier 4 
- ¢ Golpel at Leeds in York-fhire : With a Preta 
piltle by Timothy Rogers, M. A. steed 


oa Further Account of the Tr j ? 
c yals of the New-Eng); 
WITCHES, with the Obfervation of a Perjon ae 


upon the Place feveral Days, whenthe fulpethed wir! 
were firft taken into Examination : To which is wake aoa 
Science concerning Witchcrafts and Evil Sparits per fomarin frog 
Written at the ‘7a of ti Minifters of New-Enzland f i‘ 
creafe Mather, Prefident of Harvard-Colledze Price 4 +. si 


All five Printed for Fobn Dunton at the Raven in th 
Poultrey, ma 


ing a Mirror tor Merchants, a Breviate 't c 

* a Treafure for Trade{men, a Mate for lad ow “a 
a fare Guide for Purchafers, Sellers or Mortgagers of Land "Lene 
fes, Annuities, Rents, Penfions, gc. in prefent Pofleffion or R 
verfion, and a conftant Concomitant fitted for all Men's Occafions. 
In Three Parts. All Performed by Tables ready calt up: Which 
Tables are made Eafie by Variety of Examples. By William Le 
bourn, Author of Curfus Mathematicus, To which is added a Ne. 
ceflary Appendix, containing Heads of daily Ufe to all Traders. 


Printed for J. Dunton at the Raven, and J. Harris at the Har- 
row in the Poultrey. 


ow \ New Book of Trade, Entituled, Panarithmologia, be- 


Icroicopes, both large and fmall, as alfoa Wheel 
Profpective, with three Concaves in the Eye-Glats 
more Ufetull than any yet chat hath been made, only by 
me Fobn Marfhall living at the Sign of the Archimedes and 
SpeFacles in Ludgate- ftreet, London. I having alfo found out 
a Sure Way of Grinding Spectacles, truly Spherically, 
which I can Juftifie to any Perfon that thal! queftion it, 
which to the Meaneft Underftanding I can make fo 
fenfible as himfelf thall be Judge. 


A‘ a Cutler’s Shop over againft the Mermaid Tavern 
“A in Cornhill, is told an Infallible Cure for an Ague: 
It any Perfon tries it. and it proves ineffeétual, their 
foney fhall be return’d. 


LONDON, Printed for Joh Munton at the Raven in the Poultrey » 1693. 


